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ee marriage of Prince Heres of All-Werlds 
te Celestra, first in line to the throne of 
Qrgasma, shall unite in peace twe Pantheens 
ence threatened by war. 

Dut the reyal bridegroom, reluctant te 
marry fer diplomacy’s sake, has gene ena 
celestial bacheler party adventure with his 
cousin Strangehands and Princess Adastra, the 
older sister of the wife-te-be. 

Qut on the far reaches of the Abraxus 
Constellation, amid the area known as the 
Dragen Fields, the wayward threesome are 
alone amengst the glacial sculptures of the 
crystal werlds. 

The men, observing seme arcane yet divine 
etiquette, de net so much hunt dragons as 
await them, fer as Strangehands says, “Tweuld 
be offensive and unsperting te seek them af 
their lair...” G4 
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Encountering winged serpents is net least 
the threat as is the disharmony of beredem; thus 
we find Meres surfing the stars and his cousin 
cezying te the formidable female in their midst... 
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Dear Sterytellers: 

It'd been a leng time since I'd bought o 
cemic beek. | guess I'd gotten discouraged, 
quality seems te ebb and flew unpredictably 
in this Industry. Every ence In a while I'd 
find a book that was different — that tried 
te say something, that captured someone's 
vision, and fer a while It was like an easis — 
but, seen enough. commercial interests 
would take ever. Sen ef the Mere, The 
Here's Deg Spet. The Mere Versus Genghis 
Khan and the Rebets frem Mars... yeu 
know the stery. 

That's why | was excited te see Darry 
Windser-Smith back with a new beek all his 
ewn. Three besks, even — a new formati & 
new studiel And en Dark Morse, ne less! 
Artistic freedom, quality, beauty — If it’s 
ging te happen. | thought. It's geing te 
happen here. 

I wasn't disappointed. STORYTELLER is 
truly beautiful. Perhaps It’s the size er the 
high-quality paper; whatever it Is, the 
splash page ef issue ene glowed like 
Stained glass. The line and celer are 
amazing. Congratulations, guys! 

A few specific comments: the format — 
ene long chapter and twe sherts In cach 
Issue — takes a little getting used te. | 
greatly enjoyed the freebeeters chapter in 
issue #1: Young Geds leeked Interesting, 
but Paradexman didn't de much fer me. Then 
comes Issue #2: suddenly, The Paradexman 
Is fascinating, Freebeeters is still fun. but 
Young Geds seems te be treading water. | 
know It’s going te be teugh. but | hepe you 
can squeeze enough plet inte whatever 
steries aren't featured In each Issue te 
Satisfy fans of these sterles. 

Speaking of stories, the dialegue in 
Treebeeters and Young Geds has been a 
delight. Cemic beeks are suppesed te be, 


well, comic, aren't they? At least between 
battles te save the universe and redeem 
mankind frem ultimate evil, the herees and 
hereines should find the ability te laugh at 
themselves. Darry has always had a flair 
for mixing dissimilar types te comic effect. 
and he dees it again with these twe steries. 

Young Geds, by the way. is a stunning 
tribute te the memory ef Jack Kirby. I'm 
glad Meres, Strangehands. and Adastra (new 
there's a woman | could heist a few withi 
are finally getting eut of the reyal city at 
the end of chapter three. Enough scene- 
setting; let's get on with the adventure! 

As for The Paradexman, | suspect his 
will preve te be the mest complex stery 
of the three. It’s already the darkest. | 
hepe he gets a fell seen, someone te 
confide In, te help him threugh his 
scary world. Willy the ape-man Isn't 
exactly a sparkling cenversationalist. 

Anyway. cengrats again, and goed luck — 
I mean it 


If the lachrymese, verb-and-neun— 
challenged Dava Is a fell fer Tristan Caine, 
Tedd, then you've got your wish. Whilst 
U haven't intentionally tried te define 
“comics” as comical Cand, yes — | guess 
you're right, comics are still referred te by 
‘an elder generation as “funnies.” thus we 
agree that their eriginal raison d’étre 
must've been te make ene laugh er at 
feast smile), | am ef the inclination that 
entertainment (STORYTELLER, In this case) 
Is te laugh. seb, feel. then laugh again. If 
the stery can de that fer you, the auther 
has entertained. 

Please write again. 


CAN ENDENCL 


Trish Lewis 
PatriclaLewisessa.gev 
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Dear Young Geds: 

I'm a thirty-seven-year-9ld weman whe 
has read and cherished quality steries of 
all kinds, including comics, fer many, many 
years. Qne of my mest admired pegple in 
the comics werld has always been Mr. 
Windser-Smith. | first became aware of him 
ever twenty-five years age with Conan, If 
lt remember correctly. | lest teuch until 
STORYTELLER; when | saw this coming eut, 

I was thrilled te see his werk again. 

Your title of STORYTELLER fer the entire 
begk Is se very apt, because It gives us the 
feeling ef engeing and Invelved steries. 
The sterles have much humer, as well asa 
depth of humanity te the characters, geed 
and bad. fer the first three volumes gut s¢ 
for. | ferget from menth te menth, until | 
read the next ene, hew deceptive It would 
be te assume this is just anether beek. 
Anyone whe dismisses Mr. Windser—Smith 
without truly reading through his werk Is 
dging him or herself a very big disfavor. 

l especially like Young Geds, having a 
soft spet fer Scaldic verse and Norse 
Sagas, mythic sterles, efc.. in general. 
Not te mention seme mere strong female 
characters... being of Irish steck myself, 
Ileve that part ... smile. 

Ill continue being there areund the 
campfire, listening ... 


Trish, | assume you are referring te Mer 
Most Reyal Lady, The Princess Adastra, as 
the strong female character. Addy Cas she 
allows us te call her en eccasien) has a 
remarkably celeurful past, which | shall offer 
up In engaging detail as we sit abeut eur 
campfire, between the reasted het-degs 
and het teddies. Dianket anyone? 


Mark Kuprych 
Burlington, Vermont 
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Deor Dark Norse Comics, 

| wanted te write a quick thank-you 
fer reintreducing me te comics. | haven't 
Seriously read an entire issue for years, but 
I Teund the first three issues of STORYTELLER 
confusing, hilarious, and beautiful te leek 
Of. all at ence. Darry Windser-Smith’s art 
has an eld-werld character te it — | must 
have locked at the cover of Issue #1 fora 
half-hour. | very much like the large fermat, 
which Is cemfertablc te held and leek at, and 
the large pages accemmedate really nicely 
the paneramic scenes that look Ike they tock 
weeks te draw. 

I hepe Darry Windser-Smith’s STORYTELLER 
series catches on: | think work ef this caliber 
deserves respect beth within and beyend the 
typical comics audience. If future Issues are 
as cleverly and beautifully created, | think 
that | and a let of other readers may find 
themselves attracted te STORYTELLER. 


By new. Mark. | Imagine you've read up 
te this current issue, number six. and! 
hepe your Interest has been sustained and 
satisfied. I'm really thrilled te have “reintre— 
duced” you te comics. os It's a particular 
geal ef mine te de precisely that which you 
Imply; In creating and hening the concept of 
STORYTELLER. | had In mind such peeple as 
yourself, whe, If | may presume, had lest 
interest In the medium because comics had 
failed te develep and mature aleng with you. 

I'm net claiming that Axus’ tellet humour 
or Tristan Calne's ever-increasing use of 
the f-werd is o mark ef mature centent in 
this werk but, rather, that the characters 
flocking about within these pages will 
always take thelr own paths and never fall 
te the whims ef style or expediency. 

ys 
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Jee Petrilak 
Mount Vernen, NY 
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Barry Windser-Smith: | 
Iwas net fertunate te jump en carly te 

your werk, partially due te my age. partially 

due te my carly tastes, but lam glad te 

have known you threugh yeur werk. This Is 
| the third time | have tried your werk, with 
| three different companies, and | am richer 
| from all three experiences. | pre-beught 

STORYTELLER wholly through name recegnl- 

tien, and | can proudly say I have yet te be 
| disappeinted by BWS. 
| | can understand any frustration you 
may have In today’s werld In trying te 
tell a story te an audience whe wants the 
whole cencept in cight minutes flat. and | 
admire your persistence in storytelling Cor 
Storytelling). Sterytelling is new regarded 
by mankind as largely a lest art. ene in which | 
the finger gets pointed at you as ene of the 
last surviving examples thereef. Se be It. 
And you get the werk out en timel With 
writing, pencils, and Inks. Qn time. That's 
another lost art. And | would measure your 
art far beyond any “het” artist out there. 
Yeu could draw the simplest of characters. 
Just a few lines en paper, just o miner 
background element, and with a couple of 
sentences make it seem as if we have known 
him all aleng. Keep that up. 

You are the shining light in an otherwise 
blah comics marketplace. And even though 
there aren't three trillien copies te prove 
It, | knew If. And se de you. | would have 
te censider you (knight youT) the best 
continulng-stery teller alive teday. 

Se please keep away frem all the politics 
In comics teday, and stick te what you de 
best ever all others: storytelling. 

a Thank yeu. 


Jee, lam thereughly flattered by ) 


j your letter, and because ef that | have 


censidered that perhaps | shouldn't print 
It, for fear ef being judged an eggist. 

With such letters as published here by 
Tedd Paul, Trish Lewis, Mark Kuprych and 
yourself, I've come te ene of the few 
bridges In my career that I've net before 
traversed, that ef being a letters arbiter 
and answerer, ef sorts. 

Ive realized in this that | can't consider 
myself as having the right stuff te reply te 
Such thoughtful and caring letters, os ore 
printed here. with the cemmerclal gung-ho 
that's probably required ef an active 
letters-answerer—for-publicatien pesitien. 

The truth behind-the-scenes Is: I'm quite 
0 bit cheked up by your levely letters and 
my heart gees out with thanks te yeu all 
for your support ef my werk — 

As | write these werds | am finishing 
Issue ten of STORYTELLER — | think It’s 
999d werk. | hepe you will all continue te 
enjoy my sterles. 


[ NSTICE: Windser-Smith Studie 

and Dark Merse are pleased te 
effer as eur release for April the 
much-requested custom archival 
Slipcase fer STORYTELLER (see your 
retailer for ordering information). 
Barry Windser—Smith: STORYTELLER #7 
will be published in May, at which time 
the normal monthly schedule will 
resume. This one-month hiatus will 
previde a short break for the creative 
and preduction teams on STORYTELLER, 
as well os spare readers frem being 
faced with twe expenses fer 
STORYTELLER items in the month of 
April. Your patience and continued 
Support are greatly appreciated. 
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“The epulent, magnificent and cerrupt city 
\ of Shahariza is the fecal peint of the 
resurgence of a terrifying creature called 
Ammen-Gra, a monster bern in the burning 
clouds ef pre-histery that, unleashed, could 
destroy the entire werld in its inferne. 

This is the vision of Aran Ana-Kashan, a 
seer whe has travelled from afar te recruit the 
aged adventurer known fo the werld as Axus 
the Great te avert this potential maelstrom. 

but there is another player in this fantas- 
tical adventure: the twice-souled warleck Uta- 
Prime whe, by circumstances as shadowed and 
devious as the man himself, is a prime mever in 
this gruesome game. 

Uta-Prime’s opening move was fe attack the 
unsuspecting Ana-Kashan, leaving him bereft of 
memery and purpese. ~ 


Tonight Axus has gathered a few of his pals 
tegether fer a daringly impremptu leeting ef the 
Kalif’s palace, unaware that the hand of fate 
has moved ancther pawn... 
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BL “LiKe TWIN MOONS IN 3 Z DIDN'T SEE HM 
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NO, CHIEF, TUST / Ht 
ME SCRIBES ~~! SLINGIN' STEEL / A 


YOU CAN COUNT 
ON ME, CHIEF / 
SN Seine 
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ristan Caine has related the history of 


f the future and the development of limited 
time travel te his psychiatrist. The decter has 
\ been silent on the content ef his steries even 


as she has predded fer mere. Neither is sure 
al of his sanity. 
ei If a global nuclear war is net hard te 
imagine, certainly the details of the aftermath 
seem te be: refugees living in the bunker-like 
_ confinement of a New Yerk City subway station, 
& a huge and menacing man-ape whe collects 
machines and weapons frem the surface 


ga 8 


is world ef highly irradiated rubble; ameng these 

Gus machines is a child's toy that can fold time te 
rm manipulate the immediate future. It is called 
| « the Time Dike and its amazing technology is 
ore “ the rest cause fer the destruction of mest of 


the planet in the year 2090. « 
E J BX 


Asif the future isn’t hard enough te deal 
with, Tristan must alse contend with a present 
in which he can recollect ne life beyond his 
decter’s office, and the vivid hallucinations he 
suffers there are ever mere terrifying. 

Welcome te reality, Mr. Caine... 
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Our lead story is filled 
to the brim! Meet “Cut- 
Throat” Corolanus, who 

stands in for Axus while the 
Freebooter is off raiding 

the Kalif's Palace. Blacjaq 
gets burned and Yeeky gets 
drunk. Absiweiow 


YOUNG GODS 

It's a bonanza of bad poetry 
as we take a quick trip back 
to All-Worlds just to see 
how the Grand Vizier's evil 
plan for the wretchedly 
rhyming cherubs is coming 
along. Fly Away! Fly Away! 


Tristan has just about had it 
right up to here with his 
shape-shifting, solicitous 

and yet menacing analyst. 
Nothing is what it seems to be. 
It's time for a reality check. 
Take me to your leader! 
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